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	Do You Believe In ((Second) Chances)?

**Author's Greetings: So the past month and a half has been absolute Hell. A spring cold, an ear infection I am only just now getting over after a whole month, college schoolwork taking up all of my time, not listening to music with my headphones for over a month and not being able to study or write correctly because I can't block out outside noise, and to top it all off, I lost my notebook where I usually make all my notes for editing.**

**Fun.**

**On the bright side, I made a Tumblr page for all my interests, so if any of you guys happen to be on the Tumblr scene, look for "youweremeanttobehere" and the page "To Write Is Human, To Edit Is Divine." There I will be posting little short stories from my fanfiction universes that I write in my spare time among other things such as a list of all the fanfictions I am currently working on and the statuses of their production.**

**So yeah, this little idea came to me almost immediately after watching the Vol. 3 finale, and in a fit of inspiration I wrote it in about a week or so. May or may not be a new personal record, but at this point, I'm just glad I'm done and putting it out there for all your viewing pleasures.**

**And yes, the Vol. 3 ending did kill me a little inside. But hey, if you've learned anything from reading my stories, you should know by now that if you aren't pulling your audience's heartstrings, you're not telling a story correctly. Period.**

**Case in point, this fanfiction.**

**This is my first M-rated fanfiction and does describe sexual acts in graphic detail, so if you're not 18+, it's my obligation to tell you to please leave. I have depicted these sexual acts in the most respectful light I could manage while still keeping the eroticism, as I believe two consenting individuals making love is one of the most beautiful things to behold in this world. I do not shy away from the topic of sex, but nor do I take it lightly and neither should you.**

**Be loving. Be caring. Be respectful. And be smart.**

**Now without further ado, here's my tribute to the Arkos ship.**

**Enjoy. ;)**

**xXx**

**Do You Believe In [(Second) Chances]?**

_Written by M.E. Grimm_

xXx

"_What sense or hope or satisfaction could a reader draw from such an account? Who would want to believe that they never met again, never fulfilled their love? Who would want to believe that, except in the service of bleakest realism?_

… _I like to think that it isn't weakness or evasion, but a final act of kindness, a stand against oblivion and despair, to let my lovers live and unite them at the end._

_I gave them happiness…_

… _If I had the power to conjure them… … still alive, still in love, sitting side by side…_

… _It's not impossible."_

_-_ Ian McEwan, _"Atonement"_

"_I believe there is another world waiting for us. A better world. And I'll be waiting for you there."_

- David Mitchell, _"Cloud Atlas"_

xXx

_Her lips against his was an eternity contained in a single touch. Her tongue wrestling so gently against his as she whimpered and he moaned like two mewling lovebirds caught in the dawn of spring. So near to each other. Their worlds becoming one._

_Then her apology._

"_I'm sorry…"_

_Then her shove. He pleaded through the grates of the door, but he knew it was already too late. He knew her too well by this point to know what that look on her face meant. No going back._

_He didn't travel any amount of distance away from her as he careened into the city. The universe dipped its hands into his world and threw him across the cosmos from where she was._

_From where her death waited at the top of a fallen spire._

_Jaune stepped out from the locker into another planet. He'd called Weiss, that much he knew, but nothing felt real in that single, horrible, terrible moment. He couldn't hear his own screaming, his own sobbing as he punched the concrete with a bloodied fist._

_There was nothing he could do._

"_Do you believe in destiny?"_

_Pathetically, he lifted his head._

_The tower of Beacon imploded with an immaculate white light. A shockwave rattled down the tower and across the city, shaking the earth beneath his knees with a soul-quaking force. He should have run as glass windows shattered and brick walls blew apart, but he could only stare in horror as it dawned upon him Pyrrha was there in the explosion._

_And she was gone._

_Ruby was gone._

_Cinder was gone._

_But Pyrrha..._

"_No…"_

_Pyrrha was gone._

"_No."_

_Pyrrha was dea-_

xXx

Jaune breathed as though a new life had forced its way into his chest. It was as though he was breathing for the first time in years. But his chest receded and he listened to the sounds of his breathing, there was only the gentle whisper of air as it exited and entered his nostrils, normal as it ever had. Devoid of the panic he felt in his racing heart.

There was something else beside him, something that was also breathing in gentle rhythm beside him. Something resting on his shoulder just in the corner of his vision-

_Pyrrha._

Pyrrha's head rested gently on the edge of his shoulder, her brilliant red hair shining in the waning autumn sun. She was here. They were both sitting along the wall of the mess hall. Jaune wasn't sure whether to weep or scream, whether to be horrified or elated as another reality existed behind his eyes like a half-remembered dream.

But as he felt Pyrrha's gentle warmth pressed against his shoulder, he was absolutely certain this was no dream…

This was yesterday.

Jaune remembered to breathe again.

This was today, before the invasion.

A golden brown leaf fell against another near his feet.

Pyrrha stirred against his shoulder. "Jaune… do you believe in destiny?"

"I dunno, I guess that depends on how you… view… it…" The words escaped Jaune's lips without his realization. They had been ready in an instant. What in the world was happening? He'd seen all of this! He'd been through all of this, what…? What was going on?

And why was Pyrrha here? Sitting here next to him, her radiant beauty beginning to wane even as he watched her speak as though a woman possessed all over again. Possessed by her fears, by her worries, by her… by her…

"When I think of destiny, I don't think of a predetermined fate you can't escape, but rather…" Pyrrha's words trailed off. She felt him staring at her and turned to see what the matter was. "Jaune? What's wrong?"

Jaune saw her eyes again, two halos of carved emerald that grew and shrunk and shifted with each of her beautiful expressions, and every emotion he'd ever felt towards her swelled and hemorrhaged beneath his chest. It had been an entire lifetime since he'd last seen their glow. His world fell silent, and his heart pounded low and hard in his chest. She was beautiful. She was so, so, so beautiful…

"Jaune… you're crying, why…?"

Jaune wasted no time. He planted a kiss against the silken skin of her cheek.

Her emerald eyes grew wide with plethora of emotions, her face blooming deep red. "J-Jaune! Wh-What's going on?! What're you-?!"

But she didn't finish before Jaune pulled her towards him and cut her off with another kiss, this one much deeper than the last. It wasn't just passionate, it was desperate, vital. It was the only thing keeping him from losing his mind right then and there, and he rolled his eyes shut as he deepened it.

At the same time, Pyrrha's eyes were wide as saucers, her heart and mind racing in a frenzy. This was her first kiss. This was her first kiss and Jaune had been the one to give it to her as she had so often hoped it would be. She'd been talking about something else beforehand, but as she opened her mouth to moan and felt his tongue plundering hers, her cares faded into nothingness and her worries receded into tiny, faint shadows. Her tongue wrestled softly against his, and she allowed the world to melt away, permitting herself ease into in his all-encompassing embrace.

Her breasts pressed against his broad chest as he laid her gently down onto the ground. From here, it was easier than ever to probe his kiss deeper into the warm cavern of her mouth. She squirmed rebelliously beneath him every once in a while, but all it took was allowing her to take another breath and then kissing her even deeper to reduce her to passionate mewls all over again. He pinned her hands to the ground beside her head, lacing his fingers between hers as their frantic breaths danced against their skin. Her arms squirmed with the last of her resistance, then gradually fell still.

Jaune eased the passion of his kiss, then ended with one final, chaste peck as he removed himself from Pyrrha. Their faces were millimeters apart as she lay beneath him on the ground, chest heaving as she worked to catch her breath from her surprise and overwhelming passion.

"Jaune…" whispered Pyrrha. She said nothing else, only held her gloved hand up to caress his cheek, running a thumb to wipe the tears still flowing freely from his eyes.

Jaune leaned into her caress and pressed his hand atop hers. Laughter and weeping boiled within him then escaped as he felt her fingers real and solid and soft to his touch. Nothing else could be said. There was nothing else in Jaune's world than this. Nothing… but her. "I love you so much, Pyrrha. God, I love you so, so much…"

Pyrrha stared at Jaune in disbelief. Not a minute ago he'd sat beside her and asked her if she was alright. Now, it was like he hadn't seen her in a lifetime. She wanted to be happy her feelings for him were reciprocated at long last, but something was definitely, _definitely _wrong. She was beyond confused. "Jaune, what's going on…?"

"Pyrrha, I'm so sorry I hadn't noticed sooner how you felt about me. I want to make it up to you before your next match, okay? Do you want me to do anything for you? Anything at all?" Jaune held her hand tight in his. The way he looked at Pyrrha made her think she might vanish if he took his eyes off of her for even a second. On the one hand, it scared her, but on the other…

No one had ever looked at her like that. No one, except for him.

She blushed, remembering he was still on top of her. His body pressed down on hers ever so gently, the warmth of his breath commingling with hers, swirling into a cloud of raw excitement. A liquid warmth smoldered in her abdomen that only grew as she realized what it was she wanted from him. Something she had only ever felt human enough to desire whenever she was around him.

Her heart hammered beneath her breast, and she swallowed loudly to clear her throat. "W-Well, there is _one _thing I think the both of us can do before the match…"

Jaune's face alighted from the news, and he kissed her knuckle in the rush of his joy, not quite picking up the pretext of her tentative reply. "Anything, Pyrrha. Name it. Whatever you want."

Her hand pressed against his shoulder and he fell silent as Pyrrha sat herself up. She pressed her forehead against his, then held his hand. No words were spoken, but Jaune could feel his excitement heel to her touch. She would speak, and he would listen. God knew he hadn't done so enough in the past.

"If we do what I want, Jaune," said Pyrrha, barely above a whisper, "can you promise me something?"

Jaune nuzzled her in a subdued motion, his lips gliding along her elegant jawline. "Anything, Pyrrha. I swear."

Shivers and goosebumps skittered across Pyrrha's skin and she softly bit her lower lip. Keep your focus, Pyrrha, she scolded herself. Just like your training, but… resist the urge to throw him to the ground and french the everloving shit out of him. She bit her lip again, and forced herself to speak before the image could sidetrack her further. "Jaune, after we do what I want, I want you to tell me what's going on with you."

Jaune froze against her skin, then slowly drew back from her, keeping his eyes trained on the ground. In them, Pyrrha saw a far-away look drilling deep into himself with thoughts she couldn't help but fear.

"Jaune," whispered Pyrrha. She slid her hands along his jawline to cup his face and turned him to her. The rueful glaze over his sapphire eyes cleared just a little when they fell on her, but this look she'd never seen on him before remained, nonetheless. Tears pricked at her eyes from how forlorn he seemed. Like it was both agonizing and relieving for him to even look at her. "If you love me, then promise me you'll tell me. Please, Jaune…"

His eyes darted back to the ground as he contemplated his decision. There was a twitch, a narrowing of his eyes, a scowl, then a softening as he warred within himself relentlessly. Finally, he shut his eyes with a sigh. Jaune's hand pressed against hers, and he beamed back at her with a weak but beautiful smile. "Alright. I promise, Pyrrha."

Pyrrha took a deep, relieved breath, then leaned forward to kiss him gently on the lips. By the time she leaned back her tears were gone, cleansed by a wipe of her hands and by the glow of the playful smile growing across her lips.

"Follow me," said Pyrrha.

"What?"

But Jaune was given no answer, no explanation as Pyrrha leapt to her feet and abruptly yanked him up with her. He tripped a few times before he regained his footing, but by then Pyrrha had already jogged to the building's pillars and was hopping expectantly in place.

"Come on, Jaune!" yelled Pyrrha, waving him over with a smile capable of giving light to the entire cosmos if she just turned her chin up to the sky.

Jaune's heart pounded with renewed vigor. He accepted then and there that this reality was true, then took off after Pyrrha with a pirate grin. Pyrrha saw, cried with a playful squeal, and sprinted off as Jaune gave chase close behind.

Together they ran, laughing maniacally as each tried to overtake the other while they bolted across the school grounds. This sometimes led to Pyrrha following Jaune in the wrong direction and would take her yelling at him to redirect him in the right direction.

"Sorry!" laughed Jaune whenever he returned to Pyrrha's side, always wrapping his arms tight around her whenever he reached her. As the day fell into evening, Pyrrha looked more and more like a goddess with the way her armor glimmered gold in the light, the way her crimson hair raged bright red behind her, the way her emerald eyes flashed jade whenever she smiled at him…

Whenever he held her, he could have done so for the rest of eternity. Pyrrha knew, and had to crane her neck and peck him on the cheek to bring him back. "Come on, Jaune, we're wasting time!"

Oh, how much time he had wasted. How much stupid damn time he had wasted.

That got his attention, alright. And just in time. Pyrrha was already running ahead of him and he had to sprint to keep up. "Wait, remind me where we're going again?"

"To the room!" shouted Pyrrha over her shoulder, her heart pounding all the while. She felt light as a feather, like she could take a skipping jump and fly into the air from how happy she was. For the briefest moments, she forgot all about the Maidens and the Vytal Tournament and focused only on Jaune as he sprinted ahead and had to run to keep up with him. Though the day was moving, the world seemed to only grow brighter for the two of them.

They ran into the dorms, barreling in like two love-crazed bats out of hell. Everyone turned around to see what was making all the ruckus while they ran past, but this only caused them to laugh even harder when they both noticed the bewildered looks on their classmates' faces.

They careened into an empty elevator and Pyrrha waved her Semblance over the buttons to make sure no one else could get on. She fell into his arms jittery with laughter, then locked lips with him in a breathless kiss. Pyrrha wanted nothing else in the entire world but this right here, her lips pressed so tightly against his.

Well… _almost _nothing else.

Jaune forced himself to part from the kiss with a loud gulp of air. "Sorry, Pyrrha… I actually… have to… catch… my breath… for real..."

Pyrrha laughed with an explosion of air as she, too, worked to catch her breath. While she did, she pressed herself against him and maneuvered her chin above his breastplate, pressing her ear against his chest. The sound of his heartbeat was powerful and healthy, and she rolled her eyes shut to better listen to the gentle metronome it produced as it calmed.

"So, what is it you want to do?" asked Jaune, breaking the silence in the elevator.

Pyrrha's eyes opened. Clueless as ever, this one. She hummed a contented chuckle in her throat, the sound almost a purr as she pressed herself closer against his chest. "It's a surprise, but I've always… I've always wanted to do it. You'll see in a bit."

The elevator doors opened and Pyrrha took Jaune by the hand.

Pyrrha turned the corner into the next hallway and froze immediately.

"Pyrrha, what's-" Jaune froze as well, stopping beside Pyrrha as he saw what had so easily petrified her come into view: the two Atlesian knights standing guard outside team RWBY's dorm room.

As if on cue, the two androids swiveled their heads and scanned the two new presences in the hall with their slick, black, featureless faces. They turned back around after evidently finding nothing out of the ordinary, but their whirring and clicking as they did so ran a cold knife through Pyrrha's previously jubilant demeanor, something Jaune could clearly see. It gutted the freedom they'd so foolishly reveled in as reality poured forth in a sickening, sobering deluge. Yang breaking Mercury's leg, the arrest of a Beacon student, the Maidens…

The difference now, though, was that Jaune knew exactly what was wilting Pyrrha's mood. She couldn't move beyond it on her own, that much was certain.

But…

Jaune's eyes squared in on the graceful valley of Pyrrha's exposed clavicle, then traveled up to fix on the earring dangling from her earlobe.

He could certainly help her.

Pyrrha couldn't see, but a pirate grin sliced across Jaune's lips just before he leaned in close to her and rolled her earlobe, earring and all, into his mouth.

There was a shocked gasp, then the sound of Pyrrha panting as she recoiled from the wave of arousal that crashed over her. He lapped at her lobe, sucked and nibbled at it until her heart fluttered like a hummingbird's wing beneath her chest. "Ah! J-Jaune, wh-what're you-!"

"Room?" murmured Jaune.

Pyrrha went rigid, then snapped back into awareness. She took Jaune's hand again. Her head was dipped down and away from the androids as she and Jaune walked back into the room. As soon as the door was shut behind her, the bolt lock was slapped into place. She leaned with a heavy sigh against it, willing her heart to calm itself again. The outside world was locked out, now. It couldn't reach her here in this place.

With _him_.

"Pyrrha…"

Jaune stood there, his shoulders aligned in that familiar slouched shrug that could only be his normal posture, as he smiled at her with a wisdom in his eye betraying the usual lopsided grin he had on his face. Her heart ached at the sight, but in two different ways, threatening to split it in two. There was happiness in that handsome face of his, but also something else beneath it. Relief? Regret? Or maybe-

Pyrrha shook her head to clear the thoughts from her mind. That wasn't what she wanted to think about right now. Not now, when she was so close. Not while there was still time for her and him to…

"What is it you wanted to do?" asked Jaune softly.

Her heart drummed in her chest like a war chant. It rang in her ears as she felt her face glow red with nervousness. How would he react? What would he think? She wrung her hands in front of her. Then, Pyrrha straightened herself before him, tucked a stray crimson lock behind her ear, looked into his eyes, and said asked a trembling breath: "Do you mind if we take a sh-shower first…?"

Jaune chuckled to himself. "Yeah, I'll go first. Just let me get my-"

"T-Together…?" She glanced up at him, her hands still fidgeting and twisting her fingers. Everything about her, from her perspective, felt so hot she worried she might burst into flames the longer Jaune stayed in stunned silence. "Please…?"

It took a moment, but Jaune remembered to breathe. Now he was the one blushing a bright crimson as he turned and rubbed the back of his neck nervously. "Is... Is... _that_ what you wanted to do?"

"Well, not _all_, but…" Pyrrha took a moment to breathe, herself, her face turned down in embarrassment. "I always wanted to do that with you, s-so…" She lifted her head again and Jaune could see the smile beaming radiantly on her face while she trembled before him. "I wouldn't mind… starting with that… If you didn't mind..."

"I don't mind," answered Jaune; blurting it out as he stepped forward and took her trembling hands into his own. He hadn't even noticed his own nervousness. After everything he remembered from the invasion, it felt almost stupid. But he couldn't help it. If he didn't tremble, his thoughts would deviate back to what he'd seen. Slip back into the realization that Pyrrha might have wanted this all the way up until she... until she… "Can I go get my stuff?"

Pyrrha took a moment to register what he had said was him agreeing, and laughed uneasily. "Y-Yeah, of course! I'm sorry…"

"It's fine," said Jaune, planting a peck on her cheek. "I'll meet you in your bathroom in a bit."

"Okay…"

Jaune walked to his bathroom, leaving Pyrrha standing there lost in a daze. After a little bit, she realized she needed to go and get herself ready, and walked into her bathroom. Enough sense was left in her to remember to text Nora and let her know not to come back to the dorm room for the next couple of hours. The text was sent, and not even five seconds passed before she saw Nora's reply.

(R U wit Jaunie boi?)

Pyrrha chuckled softly to herself, typed in her reply, and felt her thumb hover above the "send" button. She read, reread, then re-reread the message to help her absorb the weight of what was happening, to remind herself that it _was _actually happening, then sent the message.

(Nora, it's happening.)

An instant reply.

(PYRRHA NIKOS YOU ARE A LIAR OR THIS IS HAPPENING)

She held her hand over her mouth to keep herself from crying out in glee while she read. Her reply was what she'd probably be squealing aloud if her heart could sing through her chest like she imagined it was doing right now.

(Nora, it's happening!)

It took a tad longer for Nora to reply. At first Pyrrha worried she might see a news report in a few seconds of an electrical explosion going off in the fairgrounds. However, Nora's message came, and Pyrrha dashed the thoughts with a chuckle while she read the response.

(Toats sorry, picked up Ren n carried him around the fair because I wuz SO PROUD OF YOU PYRRHA NIKOS! XD XD XD \^.^/)

Pyrrha held her hand to her chest and laughed quietly at the message. Oh, Nora. Just when she thought that strange girl couldn't become any more of an enigma, she'd share a moment such as this that served to remind Pyrrha how lucky she was to have such a loyal friend. Pyrrha resolved then and there that she desperately owed Nora something nice. Maybe some more cotton candy from the fairgrounds. Or another watermelon for her to smash.

(Give us two, two and a half hours?)

Nora replied, and warmth bloomed through Pyrrha from the message.

(Say no more! Consider it done, Pyrrha! Check your pills, and ROCK HIS WORLD! \^.^/)

_Her pills._ She could remember herself preparing for the day, but for whatever reason Pyrrha felt a nervous beat in her heart when she tried remembering if she'd taken her pills or not today. She could have _sworn_ she had… hadn't she? Her thoughts were hazy from all her excitement and, not trusting herself, she went to check her sink cupboard-

The bathroom door opened and Jaune walked in wearing nothing but a towel around his waist. Pyrrha whipped around to the noise, their eyes met, and he blushed bashfully. "Sorry, I didn't want to take off my armor in here. Thought it might smell bad."

"Oh…" said Pyrrha in a low breath, pulling her hand back against her chest. She drank in the rippling hills and valleys of muscles flowing across Jaune's body. Each movement of his, no matter how subtle, caused a series of fluid tenses and easings to rumble across his lean and toned physique. If that hadn't made her blush, the thought that her training was the source of his chiseled perfection certainly did the trick. "I… I don't mind…"

It was happening. After imagining herself and Jaune and all the things she wanted to do with him during lonely nights or under the warm cascade of a hot shower, it was actually, finally happening.

"Pyrrha?"

"Huh?" Pyrrha blurted out in a fluster. "Sorry, did you say something?"

"Are, uh… are you gonna, you know," Jaune walked past her and placed his shampoo and body wash on the shower counter, then turned and cleared his throat. His eyes darted down and around her, but not directly at her.

"Oh. Oh! O-Oh, yeah, I just, um…"

"I'll look away, if you want."

"No! No, actually, um..." Pyrrha's heart raced uncontrollably, her ears burning red as she grasped exactly how unprepared she'd been for an occasion such as this. Her hands twisted her fingers around in knots and fretted Jaune was becoming more impatient the longer she didn't speak. Oh, God, she hoped he wouldn't leave. Oh, God, she didn't want to mess this up. Oh God, she hoped she didn't… hoped she didn't…

In the storm of her emotions, all her flailing about miraculously threw her into a calm center just as her panic reached its peak. Pyrrha took a long sigh to purge the whirlwind out in a cool, calm breath.

She hoped she didn't… go any further without sharing this with him. At least this one time…

"Pyrrha?" asked Jaune, bringing Pyrrha out from her thoughts. "You alright-"

With a trembling breath, she lifted her bronze circlet from her head and placed it on the sink counter with a hard, metallic clink. It was heavier than she remembered. Then, she undid the bronze gorget around her neck to expose the fair skin of her nape as she pulled her ponytail over her shoulder.

"Can you help me with this?" she asked Jaune, referring to the tied lace of her leather corset top running up her back.

Jaune stared at the base of her neck, enraptured by the radiant skin just beneath her brilliant red hair. He nodded in reply, swallowing his suddenly parched throat as he reached her. His hands shook as he fumbled with the knot, but managed to undo it after a couple of tries. The strings dangled from the holes. He pulled the tight cross-lacing loose one by one down her corset until he could see over her shoulder its hold on her breasts relax, the strings no longer holding up her bounteous swells beneath the fabric. Then, carefully as though he were performing a holy ritual, Jaune placed both hands on either side of her stomach and slid the corset gently down her hips to fall uselessly onto the ground.

What laid beneath reminded Jaune of the sculptors of old seeking endlessly to capture the elegance and grace of the female form. Her exposed back was pale as those statues and arguably just as solid as the marble, but the way her muscles curved softly beneath her skin like taut ribbons allowed Jaune to see the grace of a dancer hidden within. Jaune watched in awe as she shielded her exposed breasts with her arms and caused her muscles to ease and tense across her back in fluid motion. The sight was nothing short of divine, and it stole Jaune's breath away.

It was only when Pyrrha reached up to remove her earrings that Jaune was brought back from his stupor to notice the humming throb of his penis lifting a bulge beneath his towel. He didn't have enough time to worry about his size or his lack of technique as Pyrrha tossed the jewelry to the sink counter where it clinked against her bronze circlet. After her arms returned to her chest to conceal her breasts again, she glanced over at Jaune once more. "A-And my skirt, i-if you don't mind…?"

Hammers beat at the wall of his chest and butterflies fluttered a hurricane in his stomach. He returned to her, their bare skin just inches from contact, and reached around her waist to her belt. As he worked to pull the strap from the buckle, his arms grazed her exposed sides by accident and drew a breathless gasp sweetly from her lips. Jaune rested his chin on the curve of her neck, spied a glimpse at the low valley of her breasts bulging ripe and full in the cradle of her arms, then rolled his eyes shut as he kissed the peak of her collarbone up to the curve of her neck. Pyrrha's reaction was both graceful and visceral as a shudder coursed through her body from the contact, her elegant throat vibrating beside his ear as her notes rang across the air sweet as a songbird.

"Jaune… Oh, God, Jaune…" moaned Pyrrha throatily as she writhed against him, her arousal subject to the various swirlings of Jaune's attentive mouth sucking sweetly across her bare skin. The curve of her back slid against him like a puzzle piece fitting into the perfect slot after ages of searching, and she barely noticed when Jaune had finished undoing her skirt when she felt it and the panties she wore underneath slide deliciously down her hips to join her corset on the floor.

Jaune planted a final teasing kiss on the base of her neck and parted from her. Pyrrha's eyes opened wide with shock. The transition was complete.

Jaune's cloth fell to the ground and her breath quaked as she unwrapped her arms from around her breasts. Reaching up, she released her ponytail and let it fall in a cascade of fire-red.

Both hearts pounded in the ensuing silence. Then, after an eternity of waiting, Pyrrha turned on her heel and faced Jaune.

Pyrrha saw Jaune's penis, now fully erect and standing proudly at attention, and felt her breath escape her. Of all the women in the world to compare men's sizes, she was likely one of the least educated as to whether or not someone in real life was "well endowed." That being said, looking at Jaune as he stood naked before her made her throat tighten in fear as much as it fed the liquid flame churning within her belly. With his size, Pyrrha realized with a blush she would be getting much, much more than the usual finger sessions she was used to administering herself in locked bathrooms.

At the same time, Jaune felt his heart beat mercilessly against his sternum as he drank in Pyrrha's naked beauty for the first time. Each curve of her svelte figure was smooth yet carved out of the perfect balance of softness and hardness, with her shapes more often than not leaning towards the latter of the two. Traveling down from her trim shoulders and stout clavicle, he enjoyed the generous swells of her breasts as they hung before him unfettered by clothes for the first time. Their size was just right; twin teardrops of milky white flesh falling from her shoulders to end in full, perky handfuls as her light-pink nipples stood at attention at their apexes. Impulse whispered low and primal in his ear to dash forward, grab hold of one, and suck greedily upon it like a babe yearning to nurse. However, he withstood the urge and forced his eyes to travel lower yet, following the unblemished curve of her toned stomach, the gentle swell of muscle dividing the flat surface in a defined valley all the way to her bellybutton and lower as her toned hips arched down to end at-

Jaune's face flushed a bright crimson. He laid his eyes upon her vermillion garden of curling thistles, and just beneath, the swelling petals of her womanhood as they glistened with the nectar of her arousal. Sometimes the clear, pure viscosity made a trail tracing down the delicious curves of her toned calves, other times dripping down midway to splash onto her clothes with patter quieter than a raindrop. There couldn't have been a more beautiful sight in all of Remnant, and Jaune breathed low and labored as it dawned on him she was like this because of him.

He felt his erection pulse heartily with a libido he'd never felt before today, and the desire to hold Pyrrha tight in his arms, their bare bodies crushing into one another, was almost unbearable.

"S-So…" murmured Pyrrha, one hand curled up at her chest as the other tucked her hair up and over her ear in an empty, nervous tick. "How about that shower…?"

"Yeah. Y-Yeah! Just a sec, let-"

In his state, there was no conceivable way Jaune could have remembered to move his foot over the porcelain incline at the entrance of the shower. As a result, he stumbled and crashed into the shower with a series of loud bangs, ending with his head slamming against the shower's inside wall.

"Jaune!" Pyrrha rushed to Jaune's side in an instant, grabbing his hand as she helped him to his feet. Her hands ran through his mess of golden hair as she eased him against the shower wall with her elbow, searching for any bumps or bruises beneath his locks. "Are you alright?"

"Yeah, I'm fine. Didn't see the stupid... step…" laughed Jaune, his sentence ending in a whisper. There Pyrrha was, holding him against the wall of her shower with no clothes on, her fingers running through his hair, her breaths so close he could feel them curling against his lips. He saw the realization spark emerald flames in her eyes when she felt the heaviness of his swollen rod press against her abdomen like a fire-blasted spear. Jaune felt her hands fall down to clasp his jaw, then slide down all the way past his powerful chest and abs to trace across his hips and ending just above his thatch of blonde pubic hair.

Up close, Jaune's member was much larger than she had thought it to be at first glance, and she wrapped her fingers around its imposing girth with trembling fingers. A stifled breath caught in Jaune's throat as her graceful digits traced along the veiny exterior of his erect shaft. Her index reached his bulbous cockhead and immediately, the organ pulsed impressively to let flow a trailing dab of clear precum onto her finger. Pyrrha pressed the underside of his urethra, and watched more of the clear fluid flow down the length of Jaune's manhood while he breathed hard and panting above her. This… this was supposed to go inside her…?

"Pyrrha…" breathed Jaune, low and husky. She looked up and was caught in his kiss instantly. His arm reached around and pressed her deliciously against him while their tongues wrestled feverishly. Spittle flowed down both their gaping, gasping mouths to trail down their young, healthy, beautiful bodies in glistening trails of viscous lust. Where their skin touched, fireworks exploded. There was nothing between them, now. Nothing in the whole galaxy to prevent them from fulfilling their love once and for all.

Like before, the kiss calmed into gentle moans and licks before Pyrrha parted with a gentle pop of her lips. Her eyes met Jaune's, and she chuckled. "We should actually take that shower, now."

The low hum of a chuckle rumbling in Jaune's chest sent a swarm of hummingbirds aflutter within her. She stepped forward and turned the faucet head on until the temperature of the water pouring out was just right. Naturally, she stepped into the flow of the water like always, but was shocked when she ran into the solid mass of Jaune as he, too, stepped forward into the stream out of habit. Blushes bloomed red on both their faces as they chuckled, then Pyrrha wrapped her arms around him to pull him close against her. Nothing was said as Jaune coiled his arms around her and the two rocked together under the liberating warmth of the shower. Pyrrha pressed her cheek against his chest to listen to his heartbeat again. Jaune craned his neck to plant a kiss in the middle of her damp vermillion hair and continued silently rocking with her. For the millionth time that afternoon, Jaune felt as though he would never need to move from this spot ever again.

Pyrrha broke the silence as she spoke softly against Jaune's broad chest. "Jaune… you mind if I… wash you?"

Jaune's hand dipped low behind her, tracing low circles just above the taut muscle connecting Pyrrha's lower torso to her pert derriere. He leaned down close to her ear, kissing her temple as he spoke. "Only if you let me wash you after."

Pyrrha giggled playfully in his embrace, drinking in his presence beneath the pouring water as it traveled in and around them, squeezing through the tight gaps where their skin made contact. "Deal."

Turning away, she took his washcloth and body wash and stepped out from the shower stream to make the rag nice and soapy. Jaune joined her just as she finished. "How are you gonna do this?"

"Sexily," answered Pyrrha with a chuckle. Or at least I hope it's sexy, she thought to herself in a fluster.

Taking a deep, relaxing breath, Pyrrha pressed herself against Jaune, crushing her breasts against the solid surface of his chest, then reached around him to begin scrubbing up and down his back in small, slow circles.

"Oh my God, Pyrrha," groaned Jaune. Pyrrha hummed a giggle in her throat like bells jingling in the night, enjoying her newfound power over him. As she held herself against him, she could feel his imposing penis sandwiched between himself and her, and she grinned with impish pleasure. She finished with his back and dragged the washcloth up under his armpits all the way up his arms, one after the other. Once she had maneuvered herself around him, she pressed herself tight against his back and repeated the process with his front as she had on his back.

Listening to Jaune's heavy and labored breathing gratified Pyrrha unlike anything ever had. Feeling like quite the clever little minx, she nuzzled herself against the nape of his neck and sucked teasingly on the taut flesh there, repaying him for doing the same to her earlier. "Sexy enough for you, Jaune?"

Jaune was brought out of his stupor by her whispers, and he hummed another low chuckle. His hand reached up to hold hers as he stoked it lovingly, kissing the fair knuckle before placing it back down on his lower stomach. "It's perfect, Pyrrha."

Pyrrha found herself blushing harder and harder all throughout this day, but felt herself reaching a new level of bashfulness. She probed her tongue against his neck and sucked graciously against the skin. Her chuckle vibrated against his, and she smiled. "Thank you, Jaune."

"But, ah…" said Jaune, groaning as his breaths became ever more strained. Pyrrha could feel a rigid tension coursing through Jaune as his proud erection began to quiver bright red out before him. "It's kinda embarrassing, but I'm, ah… close."

Pyrrha's heart fluttered beneath her breast. She wasn't naive enough to not know what he was talking about, but knowing she'd brought him to this so easily sent a wave of pride through her. She'd read so many books of princesses and pirates, of lovers caught in the throes of passion. The thought she had finally found herself in one… exhilarating wasn't a proper enough word to describe how she felt.

With courage coursing through her, she stood on her toes and pecked his ear. "Just relax."

Jaune turned just in time to watch a sight unfold he never once even dreamed of coming true. Pyrrha now knelt before him on the shower floor as she stared in awe at his twitching penis protruding proudly before her. He could see her lick her lips in preparation, then felt his heart almost stop when she took his organ in her hand and glanced up at him with her beautiful emerald eyes.

"Don't hold back," she whispered.

Without taking her eyes from his, she ran her tongue across his cockhead to lap up the precum pearling at its tip. He grit his teeth and went rigid with pleasure, his hands falling to thread through her hair as she bit and nipped and sucked reverently all along his veiny shaft, even going so far as to press his cock against his abdomen to taste his heavy testicles all the way up his pulsing urethra.

That was when Pyrrha stopped to take a breath, grinned impishly up at Jaune, and took his penis reverently into her mouth. Jaune cried out in a strained voice, his fingers digging softly into her crimson locks as she managed to swallow enough of him that she could feel the curls of his pubic hair tickling her nose before receding again. Pyrrha hadn't cleaned Jaune down here yet, but a filthy place in the back of her head was secretly glad she hadn't. His taste was raw and musky, the scent heavy and masculine. The smell of a man. _His _smell. It drove her wild, and she felt her free hand falling down between her legs as she fiddled with herself in the excitement.

However, she felt Jaune's fingers beginning to curl tight into her hair as his tense trembles grew into subdued bucks. He jerked his hips in small, thrusting motions into the accepting cavern of her mouth. She knew it before he even said it.

"Pyrrha, I'm-!"

She removed herself from his twitching cock with an obscene, wet sucking sound and rubbed him up and down, sweetly kissing his quaking shaft as she turned up to him with an expectant expression in her lust-clouded eyes. "I know, Jaune... Just let it all out…" she whispered, dragging her tongue sensually up the bottom of his manhood to end with a kiss on its swollen, purple head, "I want to taste you, Jaune… Don't hold back..."

"A-Ah-! Agh!" Her lewd request was enough to send Jaune careening off the edge as he held Pyrrha's head and gave a final, resolute thrust of his hips. With a sound like a low growl through his clenched teeth, Jaune felt his testicles clench as a flood of fat, white semen surged forth in a healthy stream into Pyrrha's mouth. She could feel the sticky fluid coating the inside of her throat while she worked feverishly to swallow all that he was giving her. With each twitch, another stream of Jaune's seed billowed forth onto her tongue, allowing her only a few precious seconds to enjoy the masculine flavor before it cascaded down her throat to make way for the next inevitable salvo. Her hands gripped his taut buttocks as his load filled her mouth to near overflow, his thrusts against her mouth weakening as his surging orgasm eased his steady stream of semen down to a gentle trickle.

At last, Pyrrha could feel his manhood begin to fall flaccid in her grip. Still trembling from the orgasm she had achieved feeling the first of his many healthy deposits, she felt Jaune's hands fall to hold her head as she removed herself from him with a wet slurping pop. A thin rope of semen connected her lips to his faltering cockhead. Feeling rather confident, she caught it in her fingers and opened her mouth to show Jaune her mouth filled completely with a pool of his cum as she added the flimsy rope to the wealth she'd kept.

Jaune could hardly believe the sight before his eyes. Pyrrha Nikos naked on her knees at his feet, after having swallowed most of his cum of her own accord, as she playfully displayed a mouth filled with his thick, white seed she'd kept just to tease him. Would it be demeaning of him to say she looked beautiful to him even like this? In such a raw and sexual pose most people dreamed of seeing for themselves, placing themselves as her object of fancy for this or lewder fantasies; here she was performing this unbearably sexual act simply because… she loved him.

He ran his fingers down from the sides of her head, stopping to rub her cheeks with his thumb before snaking two of his fingers into her open mouth. The pool of semen she'd collected was still warm to his touch, and just by touching it he could feel life already returning to his dangling manhood. If that wasn't enough, Jaune found it unbearably sexy to listen to her moans and mewls while he dragged his fingers up and around the insides of her mouth. She was his instrument, and no matter how he played her, the notes always seemed to come out just right.

Jaune's heart swelled. He lifted his fingers from the white pool in Pyrrha's mouth, her yearning tongue prodding up from the depths as though pleading for it to stay, and felt a reviving wave of arousal overwhelm him as he watched his own cum stick to his fingertips by long, spidery threads. His hand fell back to her cheek, the strand of semen causing her to flinch as she felt its waxen stickiness harden against her skin. Her eyes, clouded with lust, met his, beaming with love, and he hummed a chuckle to himself. "You're so damn beautiful, Pyrrha…"

Her eyes flashed with her smile, and she arched her chin up to swallow when Jaune stopped her. "Oh- Wait!" Her neck pulsed, swallowing a small amount on accident before she cocked her head sideways with a puzzled expression equal parts nymph-like and adorable. "Do you mind not swallowing it… at least for a little bit? I've got something in mind I want to try out, and…"

Pyrrha hummed quaintly from his sweetness and nodded her head. Jaune breathed a small, excited laugh and took her hands to help her stand again. Their eyes met, the first exchange of love having changed them irreversibly from the friends they once were upon waking this morning. She had accepted his seed so willingly. It was time for him to return the favor.

Jaune smiled warmly, then planted a gentle kiss on Pyrrha's cheek. "My turn."

Pyrrha squeaked when his arm snapped around her waist and pressed her tight against him, remembering to breathe through her nostrils so as to not ruin what he was planning too early by accidentally swallowing. As if he read her mind, he even whispered hotly against her ear: "Remember, don't swallow yet…"

She nuzzled him in compliance, but whined in ecstasy as she felt the soapy rag slap against her skin and slide with agonizing tedium in a line down the middle of her writhing back. One of his hands moved the rag to leave a soapy trail across her body while the other lathered it teasingly all across her supple figure, his hands kneading her nubile curves, fingers teasing her in all the right places. If her mouth wasn't full, Pyrrha imagined she might have been singing like a mockingbird in verdant springtime, calling out in ecstasy for her loving mate to keep touching her so sweetly, so carnally, so as to never go another day without feeling so loved ever again.

"You're beautiful," whispered Jaune against her neck while he nipped playfully at her vibrating skin. She could feel his hardness once again fully engorged as it prodded against her yearning stomach. Instinct was driving her wild, her hips undulating deliciously against his burning organ as she felt tendrils of searing pleasure beginning to thread their way up and down her body.

The washcloth glided all along her arms, his technique careful as though he were a practiced monk polishing a most holy artifact. Her skin glistened like alabaster in the light wherever he was finished cleaning. Never in her entire life could Pyrrha say she felt like she was a queen, but when he turned her to begin cleaning her front, it was certainly the first time someone had shown her so much care, so much love in so simple an act as bathing her. She felt royal. She felt divine.

For the first time in Pyrrha's life, she wasn't being respected. For the first time in her life, Pyrrha knew she was being _loved_.

"You feel good?" asked Jaune in a low, sensual rumble against her ear.

Pyrrha could only mewl helplessly in response. She was a slave to his whims even if she was his idol of adoration. The cloth lathered her breasts in clear white soap while his other hand freely indulged itself with the pert fleshiness of her shapely mounds, sliding up and around them while giving each one a playful squeeze upon passing. Her toes curled against the slick surface as his teasing sent tendrils of raw pleasure in a flashing frenzy within her. Her hand reached up to run her fingers through his golden locks as he sucked selfishly at the nape of her neck.

While the cloth continued its assault on her breasts, his free hand snaked its way insidiously down the trim valley of her abdomen where his fingers curled to caress the swollen petals of her womanhood. Pyrrha heard the obscene wet sound of Jaune's fingers trailing against her glistening vulva before she felt them dragging along her most secret of places. On reflex, she bucked her hips and whined high and shrill within her throat, still fighting the impulse to swallow as faithfully as she had been all throughout Jaune's teasings.

"You know, you seem pretty embarrassed about being so wet, but I still can't believe I'm the one who made you this way," whispered Jaune with a sweet and genuine chuckle, giving her cheek another loving peck as he probed his fingers into her writhing depths. "It's flattering..."

Pyrrha threw her head back in ecstasy, throwing herself side to side before burying her face into his neck and whimpering pitifully as he continued to mercilessly pump his fingers in and out of her sopping petals. In the back of her mind, she was curious as to whether or not her future masturbating would be able to match the same fervor and deftness of Jaune's fingers as they worked in and out of her with their gentle, methodical, excruciatingly erotic rhythm.

"... So I want to give you something in return…"

Pyrrha opened her eyes long enough to see Jaune fall to his knees in front of her and lift her leg over his shoulder. Her eyes went wide, then Pyrrha's world went white as Jaune wrapped his mouth around her glistening vulva with a kiss and probed his tongue deep into her writhing depths. As he had with her, Pyrrha's hands instinctively flew to his head as Jaune rolled his eyes shut and relished the flavor of her arousal. It was beyond erotic, reminding him of how he'd smelled the scent of cinnamon and vanilla floating above her skin. A powerful feminine spice whose taste let him, as her male mate, know she was healthy and overwhelmingly, _powerfully _sexually active. The knowledge made him smile, and he plundered his tongue deeper into her writhing innards to sate his hunger for the fine nectar pouring fourth from her.

Above him, Pyrrha squeaked in short, panicked breaths as her kneading fingers dug into his hair. This was it. She was close. He redoubled his efforts and reached up to take her hand while he guided her affectionately to the orgasm he so dearly wanted her to achieve.

The world around her expanded as her senses crawled up each of her body hairs in a rush of pure sensation. Whether it was his tongue or the mere fact that she was here, with him, sharing her most intimate places with him, Pyrrha felt the tendrils of pleasure snap behind her eyes as her orgasm set off fireworks across her body. Her toes curled tight and every muscle in her body pulled rigid as Jaune drank in her flowing nectar as though it were the finest wine in all of Remnant.

The initial shuddering subsided, and Pyrrha slumped limply against the shower wall. A brief roll of her tongue let her know she still carried Jaune's seed inside her, though she could feel it beginning to cool and harden along the farthest walls of her mouth. For a brief second she feared slipping down onto the floor, but Jaune lifted himself and crushed her against the shower wall to keep her trembling legs from giving out. Jaune smiled kindly down at her, admiring the peace in her post-orgasm glow until their eyes met and stayed fixed for a few moments.

Jaune's hand reached up to lift her chin. Pyrrha opened her mouth without hesitation, showing him that she still kept his semen. He chuckled, then opened his own mouth to display the small pool of Pyrrha's own fluids which he had kept for her.

Without warning, Jaune pulled Pyrrha's lips to his and formed a seal as he let pour Pyrrha's nectar into her mouth. The sexual concoction stirred and tossed between their mouths as their tongues wrestled desperately against one another, their combined tastes granting them a passion not the likes either had ever experienced ever before. The trembling in Pyrrha's legs all but vanished as she stood on her toes and jabbed her tongue deeper into his mouth, moaning and mewling while she surrendered herself to the feelings welling up deep inside of her. If she had enjoyed Jaune's taste, she loved _their _taste a hundredfold more, and probed her tongue to taste as much of it as she could. For Jaune, it was much of the same. The idea never crossed his mind to know the taste of his own semen, but as its flavor danced in tandem with hers across his tongue he found the whole idea too arousing for him to comprehend, and he pulled her tight against him to take a few final, gentle licks.

They stood there for a few, fleeting moments, completely still. Every few seconds, a tongue would shift against the other's before falling flaccid again, simply enjoying the peace which came after sharing such a powerfully intimate moment with their mate for the first time. After an unknown amount of time, Jaune retracted himself from Pyrrha with a kiss and a breathless laugh. "Now… you can swallow."

Pyrrha pounded his shoulder half-heartedly, then she, too, found herself sharing in his laughter. Their eyes met again, and Pyrrha smiled as she lifted her chin to let him watch while she allowed the last of their combined fluids slide with a pulse down her graceful throat. A sexy little shiver rattled her shoulders when she realized how hot her belly felt now that it was so completely full of Jaune's seed. She rolled her eyes back up to him as he, too, smiled, then lifted his chin to let her watch his adam's apple bob with the swallowing of the remaining fluids he carried as well.

"How did I taste?" asked Pyrrha with a whisper and a blush.

Jaune held her close against him, pulled a wet strand of spun crimson from her face, and kissed her on the temple reverently. "Like cinnamon and vanilla."

Pyrrha leaned into his kiss, hummed contentedly as she dipped her head to kiss his collarbone.

"How did _I _taste?" asked Jaune.

Again, Pyrrha hummed, then rested her chin on the crook of his neck as she scrunched her face and chuckled softly. "A little salty, and a little bitter."

"Oh. Sorry," mumbled Jaune, a little dejected. "You don't have to do it again if you don't want to, Pyrrha."

Pyrrha kissed his neck, giggling from the earnest tone of his response. "I didn't say I didn't like it. Yeah, it tasted salty and a little bitter, but… there was something else about it… made it taste almost…"

"Healthy."

They both said it at the exact same time. Both pulled away slightly to stare at one another, then broke into another bout of laughter before allowing a contented silence to fall between them.

Pyrrha dipped her head, her heart fluttering in her chest as she wrapped her arms around Jaune in an embrace like the ones she used to give him before today. The kind she'd give to a friend who had changed her life forever. "Thanks for this, Jaune. This really was wonderful."

"Yeah, well…" murmured Jaune, accepting Pyrrha in his arms. He pulled aside her scarlet curtain of damp hair over her shoulder, planted a wet, sucking kiss on the nape of her exposed neck, and grabbed hold of her shapely right buttock with a groping hand. Her shocked reaction sang across the bathroom like a siren's song as he felt her heart flutter excitedly against his chest. He licked and kneaded her mercilessly for as long as he could make her sing. When he was done, he graciously kissed her exposed skin and gave Pyrrha's fleshy cheek one final, teasing squeeze before whispering low into her ear: "... We're not done yet, are we?"

Pyrrha looked up at him with tears in her eyes from her exertions, then puffed her cheeks at him with faux-irritation. "Jaune, you bully…"

Jaune of course laughed at this, then she smirked playfully up at him and he fell silent. Her movements were sultry and nymph-like as she turned herself around and placed her hands on the shower wall, shifting her hips to keep his eyes fixed on her toned, shapely legs glistening with water and the fluids of her arousal. Jaune's heart thrummed low in his throat as he watched her spread her legs slightly to display her womanhood in its fullest, thickest bloom. Of course, his body reacted accordingly, and when he looked down at himself, saw his erection standing tall and proud as it pointed imposingly at Pyrrha's entrance.

Nothing was said between the two. No coy teases or playful quips. Pyrrha's cheeks were blood red, her breaths trembling and labored, her emerald eyes muddied with a glossy film of lust as they fixed on Jaune and his throbbing member over her shoulder. There was a silent pleading to be had her eyes, one that compelled Jaune to simply stride forward, mount her like a stallion mounts a mare in heat, and rut with her until he was well and truly spent inside her.

However, this was not all he could think about when he saw her. Believe it or not, an occasion such as this between himself and Pyrrha had come to his imagination before, and as such he forced himself to think before he acted.

He did, indeed, walk up behind her and press his weight against hers, softly crushing Pyrrha against the wall. However, Jaune lowered his stout rod just beneath Pyrrha's soaked petals to graze the surface of her lower lips, forgoing penetrating her for the moment as the sensation of their genitals making contact caused them both to take sharp breaths. So close, and yet…

"I don't have any condoms on me, Pyrrha," said Jaune, whispering hotly against Pyrrha's ear. "Is today a safe day for you?"

Pyrrha's heart fluttered and fell cold at the same time. She hesitated for a moment as she wracked her brain to try and think if she had taken her pill today or not, but it was impossible for her to think while he was here behind her, driving her mad with arousal as they were so close to finally being…

She waited too long to answer and she knew it. She blurted out the first thing that came to her mind in order to save face. "It should be a safe day…"

"Pyrrha…" whispered Jaune. He knew it was a lie, or at least not the entire truth. Either seemed enough for him to pull back and deprive Pyrrha of her passionate stupor as he turned her around to face him. "How long has it been since your last period?"

Pyrrha's eyes darted around then dipped, ashamed. Why in the blazes couldn't she remember something so simple, so basic as her monthly cycle?! She clenched her jaw to concentrate, but the harder she tried to think, the harder her memory was to grasp, and Pyrrha gave up with a frustrated sigh. "I don't remember, Jaune… I'm sorry…"

Jaune shook his head and was about to turn to exit the shower when-

"_Jaune, wait!_"

Pyrrha grabbed his arm as though a matter of life and death. Her mouth was open, her eyes wide as they pleaded for him to stay, but her expression faltered when she realized quickly she had no excuse to give him. No reason for him not to be concerned about going forward with so many unknowns. "Please Jaune, just…"

"What is it?" muttered Jaune, turning back around if only because of how broken she looked knowing she had been the reason the mood was now gone. He couldn't stand it. He couldn't stand her looking so sad.

"I just…"

Jaune returned to her and ran his hands gently up and down her arms, relishing the softness of her skin and the tautness of her muscles beneath like carved marble. He felt her trembling like an autumn leaf and remembered how human, how vulnerable she actually was. Jaune didn't say a word.

"If this is the first time we're gonna…" said Pyrrha, her voice hardly louder than a mumble, "You know…"

"Have sex?" said Jaune, flashing a crooked grin.

Pyrrha laughed, her tension easing slightly as she smiled. "Yeah, that." She was silent for a fleeting moment, then she turned her chin up and met his gaze with clear eyes. "I want our first time to be just us. With nothing between us."

Jaune pressed his forehead against hers, chuckling as he felt his penis growing with renewed vigor from her request and the realization she had wanted this with him all along. Which, of course, led him to another, unexpectedly arousing consideration which immediately came to mind. "Even if you might get pregnant?"

Jaune could feel the slight shiver coursing through Pyrrha as she digested the thought with a shuttering breath. Whether or not that was a good or bad sign was lost on him when she pressed herself into his embrace and buried her face into his neck with a warm, childish little nuzzle. Of course, Pyrrha _had _taken into consideration the possibility of becoming pregnant with Jaune's child if she wasn't careful. However, the prospect hadn't worried her nearly as much as it probably should have. In fact, the idea was… well, _unrealistic_, as things currently stood. What with the both of them still being students in school.

But the idea, itself… excited her. No, more than that. If she happened to accidentally become pregnant because of this… to bear a child, _his _child, as a product of their love…

"_Iwouldn'tmind…_"

"Hmm?" mumbled Jaune, not quite hearing what Pyrrha had just said under her breath. "What'd you say?"

"I said I could… find a morning-after pill or something like that, from Nora," said Pyrrha, turning her head up to smile meekly at Jaune. "If, you know, nothing else…"

Jaune felt her hand rise up to rest on his chest, just above his beating heart, while her eyes flickered down between them. He followed her gaze and saw her take his hand in hers, pressing both atop her smooth stomach, just beneath her belly button.

"I don't mind risking it," whispered Pyrrha, her breath trembling as her eyes rolled back up to meet Jaune's, "If… it's with you, Jaune."

Jaune's heart hammered against his chest, his throat suddenly devoid of all moisture as the weight of Pyrrha's words fell into his comprehension. He knew Pyrrha loved him, and he her, but this was something else entirely. He'd hoped, but he'd never dreamed Pyrrha would ever go so far as to tell him she wouldn't mind… having his child. God, the thought whirled in his head. The risk was real, and the risk was something he took very, _very _seriously not for himself, but for her; always she came first in his mind. It was beyond irresponsible, it could ruin their own lives as well as the life of… their child should Pyrrha choose to keep it at her age. He wouldn't take raising any child of his as a half-hearted consequence, should he ever have one with Pyrrha or anyone else. A child of his would be no accident. His child… he would dedicate his life to give it the whole world…

But when Jaune looked into her eyes; those beautiful, glimmering, immaculate emerald green eyes; he saw a woman who'd already come to peace with this fact. And to his everlasting amazement, he felt that whatever happened after this moment, he knew as well as she did that it would be faced with her by his side, no matter the squall.

She and he would walk into the future hand in hand.

_Together._

Wordlessly, Pyrrha turned away from Jaune and slowly pressed herself against the shower wall. Water clung to her like diamonds glimmering along the smooth surface of her glowing skin, and Jaune had to remember to breathe as he watched Pyrrha offer her glistening womanhood to him once again.

"You're so beautiful…" whispered Jaune.

Pyrrha hid her face behind her shoulder, her cheeks blooming crimson as her lashes fluttered. She turned her bashful gaze away from his sight. "Thank you…"

Jaune stepped forward once again to press Pyrrha gently against the shower wall. Pyrrha immediately squeaked a small gasp as she felt him fit so sweetly into the curve of her back, then gasped again as she felt the tip of his fully-erect penis press at her swollen opening and stopping. Her puffy vulva parted ever-so-slightly from the contact, and a wonderfully sensual shiver trickled its way up her spine. It was finally happening. Jaune was finally going to…

One of Jaune's arms wrapped securely across Pyrrha's stomach, the other around her waist, as he leaned over and planted a kiss beneath the nape of her neck between her shoulder blades.

"I love you."

His girth slid its way into her for the very first time, throwing Pyrrha's head back in a throaty, orgasmic howl between a cry and a scream. The sound spurred Jaune's fervor, and he growled as he forced himself deeper into Pyrrha's writhing depths, as far as he could possibly go. He buried his face into her hair clinging to the nape of her neck and drank in her rich, feminine scent, reveling in the fluttering cries escaping her lips.

Then, Jaune felt himself suddenly halted at a thin, rubbery barrier and stopped immediately to catch his breath. Pyrrha's torso expanded and flattened in rapid breaths against the wall, her forehead pressed against the tile as she, too, worked to overcome the fervor which left the both of them completely breathless. After a moment, Jaune leaned himself beside her ear to nibble playfully at her lobe. "Pyrrha…"

Pyrrha turned to Jaune with eyes heavy and half-lidded. Their gazes met, their panting breaths swirling in the space between. Pyrrha knew what Jaune was asking of her instantly and she smiled. Such a gentleman, she thought with a girlish giggle, leaning her face to nuzzle his as an answer to his question.

Jaune responded with a breathless laugh of his own, then kissed her shoulder while he reared himself back and thrust with a force making them both jump with the contact. Pyrrha screamed aloud, then dipped her head as her painful protests reduced themselves to whimpers strained through her grit teeth. Nothing had ever been so deep inside of her ever before, and the pleasure and pain of her finally becoming a woman didn't give her a lot of time to contemplate this as she felt Jaune's member fitting its way ever-deeper into her, even while she mewled like a wounded kitten.

Jaune, hearing her pained scream, showered her with loving kisses from her neck all the way up to her cheek. "I'm sorry, Pyrrha. Does it still hurt?"

"I-It's fine, just…" whispered Pyrrha as she turned to face Jaune with a pained smile, her entire body trembling from the sudden invasion and penetration which had just occurred, "... keep going…"

Jaune kissed Pyrrha on her cheek long and hard, then eased himself further into her. It wasn't long before Jaune felt himself bottom out within Pyrrha, the tip of his cock nudging itself snugly against her cervix. A shiver ran through him. He couldn't believe he had been given such access to Pyrrha and that he was so close to her innermost sanctuary. Where the fruit of their union could very well grow should either of them be so careless in where Jaune was to spill his seed.

"Jaune…" breathed Pyrrha. She could feel him reach his end inside of her as well, and she pressed his hand just above her taut abdomen where they both could feel his hardness beneath her skin. A contented sigh hummed from Pyrrha's lips as she turned over her shoulder to kiss Jaune long on his cheek. Tears glittered in her long eyelashes like diamonds. "You feel so wonderful inside me…"

The weight of the situation fueled Jaune's passions and he reared back to thrust into Pyrrha with a huff of air. Of course, he did this soft enough to not hurt Pyrrha after her defloration yet firmly enough that she gave a satisfied gasp letting him know she enjoyed his vigor. Beneath him, Jaune could hear the faint sucking sound of her shifting innards whenever he pulled himself back for another thrust. It was as though her body instinctively knew of his retreat and pulled yearningly at his manhood to keep it from leaving, which came close to driving Jaune positively mad with lust each time he did so. However, for each of his agonizingly sensual withdrawals, he would pound himself back into her with threefold vigor. Often it was enough that his swinging testicles would slap atop Pyrrha's protruding clitoris and draw forth a particularly throaty gasp. Jaune repeated this process over and over again, reveling in his mate's lustful cries as he steadily increased the tempo of their union.

"Oh! Oh, Jaune! A-Ah!" cried Pyrrha. A particularly powerful thrust threw her head back and sent a howl of pleasure from her lips, her hand flying up to run through Jaune's hair as he panted and grunted hotly against her ear. She made sure to hold him there, the primal heat of his rutting making her think of him as a stallion out to stud and her as his mated mare he had chosen to mount. "Don't stop, Jaune… Please, don't stop…!"

"Pyrrha…" groaned Jaune. He was slamming into her now, the obscene slap of his hips against her rear fueling his lust and her loving pleas to him fueling his love in equal measure. In his daydreaming he'd hoped he could give her pleasure, but now he knew he was giving her much more. As Pyrrha caressed his head in groping, soothing circles through his golden locks, Jaune felt his lust and his passion rise in tune with her own like a connection incapable of existing in any other medium but the wonderful, beautiful spontaneous universe created between two mates making love for the very first time. What he was giving her was so much more than just a base pleasure of the senses. What they were _sharing_ was the exchange of the last, final inches they hid to all others, now come to fruition in this one primal, lustful, and loving moment.

Their mark of their love would soon be shared, and Jaune could feel his end coming soon with each thrust he gave. Pyrrha thought she could feel this in him as well, what with his girth starting to twitch, his breaths becoming more erratic, and his thrusts becoming more forceful and desperate into her. But at the moment she was aloft in the swirling chaos of her own encroaching climax as Jaune's hands slid up and down her body to hold her so sweetly against him. It drove Pyrrha absolutely wild when he abandoned groping her breast and instead pressed his open palm against her tight stomach, just above her yearning womb. The gesture was purely instinctual, and she knew at that moment he was just as close as she was to the climax they both so dearly craved.

Excited by the notion, Pyrrha turned her head and planted another panting kiss against Jaune's cheek. "Jaune… I'm about to…"

Hearing Pyrrha confess flipped a switch deep within Jaune he hadn't even known had existed before that very moment. He removed his manhood from Pyrrha with a loud, wet sucking sound and turned her around to face him.

"Jaune, what-?" was all Pyrrha could get out before Jaune weaved his arms behind her legs, hefted her up against the shower wall, and impaled her on his girth with a violent thrust. Pyrrha would have screamed in pleasure, but Jaune had pressed himself against her to keep her from falling and drank in her arousal with a deep and passionate kiss. Pyrrha's eyes rolled shut, and she wrapped her arms and legs tight around him, simply holding on for dear life as Jaune pounded into her like a man possessed.

Jaune's parting from the kiss was like ripping open a wound. But as he saw her there held up by him against the shower wall, the emerald halos of her eyes half-opened and murky with helpless arousal, her breasts heaving against his chest as he felt her tight nipples digging into his rippling body, and his penis impaling her relentlessly, he knew he had to tell her one thing. "I love you, Pyrrha…! I love you so much!"

Tears formed in Pyrrha's beautiful eyes, and she gave a sobbing laugh as she pulled Jaune's lips to hers again and again, peppering him in wonderful and joyous kisses. "I love you, too, Jaune! I love you!"

"I love…" gasped Jaune as he felt his organ expanding beyond his own control. He grit his teeth and pounded Pyrrha against the wall harder than ever. He was close. So amazingly, tantalizingly close, that he could feel the twitches of his swinging testicles quivering like a bowstring pulled as far as it can go, prepared for the coveted release.

"Do it, Jaune… Let it all out inside me…" gasped Pyrrha, planting another kiss on his lips before holding his face in her hands and pressing her forehead to his. Their eyes met in the calm of their passionate storm. Jaune felt himself entrapped by the beauty and love she radiated like an angel made flesh. Pyrrha felt herself glow and her heart flutter as he looked upon her like a holy goddess. There was nowhere she would rather be, no one he could love more, nothing in all of existence that could keep their union from becoming complete in this one final, beautiful moment.

"Do it, Jaune…" whispered Pyrrha, her lips brushing sweetly against his ear as her mutterings willed Jaune like a siren's call. "Do it for me…"

The bow string snapped with a powerful, guttural sound akin to a growl as Jaune gave one final thrust and poured forth his rich semen in a healthy deluge into the woman he loved. His cockhead kissed Pyrrha's cervix to create a seal as his cum surged in powerful jets, painting the walls of her womb over and over and over again. She could feel each searing burst of Jaune's seed as it filled her deepest places full capacity as it served to bring Pyrrha to her desired orgasm as well with a wild, strangled cry of purest ecstasy. Her fluttering cry reverberated across the bathroom, her toes clenching as she rode out the crashing crescendo of her spasming body against Jaune's solid form. Her writhing innards clenched and jerked around Jaune's exploding member, and he cried out as a second salvo of his thick payload was delivered into Pyrrha's already full womb. With nowhere else to go, his sticky wealth leaked out of Pyrrha's sore womanhood to trickle down his trembling legs or to slide off the smooth surface of her posterior, falling onto the shower floor in loud, heavy dollops.

Pyrrha whimpered softly as she felt Jaune's overwhelming warmth against her, around her, and inside of her, and she clung to him weakly as she shivered the last of her orgasm pressed against his chest. When she shifted her hips to tighten her legs around his taut buttocks, she could feel what must have been a gallon of healthy semen sloshing around inside of her and a sexy shiver rattled through her spine at the thought. Like a kitten nibbling on a treat, Pyrrha nipped playfully at the base of Jaune's neck as she giggled warmly against his shoulder. "There's so much inside me…"

Jaune laughed breathlessly, then wobbled as he lowered his trembling legs to sit himself and Pyrrha in his lap on the bathroom floor. He brushed his cheek against hers, and laughed as he kissed beneath her ear with a teasing nip. Pyrrha giggled incessantly, half-heartedly slapping his broad chest, and then parted to drink in the love radiating from his sapphire eyes. Tired smiles spread across their faces as the weight of their actions fell silently upon them, then instinctively brought their lips together in a long and nurturing kiss. When he kissed her, Pyrrha didn't seem like the friend he'd met on accident in the Emerald Forest anymore. Because of what they'd just done together, she was now something much more than just that. Because of what they'd both just done, they both were now something far more than just friends.

Especially since…

Pyrrha gave a slight gasp. She felt Jaune's hand snake itself between them, pressing his palm softly against her abdomen. His fingers splayed themselves just above her full womb, and the natural love radiating from his gesture made her glow with affection. It was such a simple action, but the way he caressed the skin of her flat tummy made Pyrrha think that was the only thing he should have been doing at the time.

"I could have gotten you pregnant, you know…" muttered Jaune. From his tone, he was either in awe of that simple truth or had reached a mildly fearful realization of it.

"Mmhm…" purred Pyrrha. Her lovely emerald eyes rolled open as she pressed her hand affectionately atop his. Her gaze flitted up to meet his, flashing mischievously when she grinned. "Are you scared that you might've?"

"Well, yeah, but…"

Pyrrha straightened herself against him, pressing her breasts against his chest while she lifted a speculative eyebrow in his face. "Buuuuut… what?"

Jaune seemed at a loss for words. Mostly because he actually _was _at a loss for words, but also because it seemed now more than ever Pyrrha had meant what she said about the risk before they began. Knowing this gave him strength, and he wrapped an arm around her back, pulling her close to him. "I'd only be scared… if you were scared."

Pyrrha's eyes pulsed wide with surprise.

Jaune saw this, and simply chuckled. "Pyrrha, are _you _scared?"

Pyrrha dipped her gaze down and away from Jaune, lost in thought for a few moments before calming herself.

"I told you, Jaune. I'm never scared…"

Pyrrha lifted her face so Jaune could see her smile, the tears flowing from her beautiful eyes so clearly joyous Jaune didn't think he could ever bear to see her weep again so long as he lived.

"I'm never scared when I'm with you…"

Jaune didn't know who instigated the kiss, but he didn't care. As soon as her bubblegum tongue pressed itself affectionately against his own and he drank in her moans and gasps like vintage wines, Jaune couldn't think of anything else but her. She was his world, his universe, his entire reality, his entire reason for being.

And now she was his as much as he was hers.

After so much time wasted, their love was now beginning to bloom so beautifully and neither one could wait to see what would happen next.

xXx

On the shower floor they stayed for an indeterminable amount of time, sharing several slow, languid kisses before Jaune confessed with a soft chuckle he was starting to lose feeling in his legs the longer she sat on him. Pyrrha of course apologized, which drove Jaune to kiss her for an eighth time. It was such a Pyrrha thing to do, and her blush drove him wild. He couldn't help himself.

The two finished bathing one another properly, each still glowing in their post-coitus reverie. Pyrrha shone like the Sun when Jaune was finished rinsing the soap clinging to her nubile and womanly curves. Jaune stood tall and proud as a king while Pyrrha wiped the last clouds of bubbles from his chiseled physique. Jaune was the first one out of the shower and he offered a hand to Pyrrha when she stepped out, which she took with a blush and a modest thanks. When both were finished drying one another, they seemed like different people in the same bodies. Whatever they were before the shower, it had swirled down the drain never to return again. A new world was now open to the two of them, and they both grinned brightly when they realized they wanted nothing more than to continue exploring the untamed frontier they'd both set foot into.

"First things first, though," said Pyrrha with a huff as she threw her toweled hair back over her head, "I want my hair to dry before we do anything else, and I need to check my pills just to make sure I'm safe."

Jaune's eyes wandered briefly when she mentioned her birth control. He followed her to the sink cupboard. "How long will it take for your hair to dry?"

"Hmm, 'bout twenty, twenty-five odd minutes," said Pyrrha with a chipper huff. She checked the time on her scroll with a tap of her finger and laughed to herself. "Wow, we still have about two hours before the next match."

"Really?" asked Jaune, peering over her shoulder to see the time on the screen and chuckling slightly when he confirmed her insight. "That seemed a lot longer…"

"Well," purred Pyrrha as she glanced fetchingly over her shoulder at Jaune, "I guess that means we have a lot of time to waste with just the two of us, don't we?"

Jaune snapped from his thoughts when he felt her eyes on him, and he smiled, planted a kiss on her shoulder. "O-Oh, yeah! Yeah, we do."

Pyrrha placed her concern of his answer in the back of her mind for the moment, then opened a drawer to pull out a small, green, circular container. She placed it on the sink top with a clack louder than she'd expected, took a breath, then put her hand on the green container's clasp-

"Pyrrha."

Jaune's hand fell atop hers. He was right beside her, his presence pressed against hers. Turning her head to face him, Pyrrha could see the concern corroding him as he lowered his eyes from the little container on the sink. Without warning, Pyrrha felt his other arm slide itself around her hip to press his hand atop her lower abdomen. Even now, she could still feel his cooling semen glowing a dimming heat deep inside herself, and she rocked back against him, his fingers splayed across her taut belly.

"What is it, Jaune…?" whispered Pyrrha, as though in a trance.

"If you're, you know… not safe…" Jaune paused to press his lips long and loving against her lower clavicle to part with a gentle, affectionate pop of his lips. Had Pyrrha not been trying to listen to Jaune's concerns, she was fairly certain his touch would have made her sing. "Will you be mad at me?"

Pyrrha's heart fluttered beneath her breast. She pressed one hand atop his and slid her other through his hair, kissing him just as lovingly as he had kissed her. Pyrrha's lips clung weakly to Jaune's skin while she parted and she hummed a low, gentle chuckle. "Jaune… I couldn't be mad at you even if I tried. I was the one who asked you to… you know…" Her hand clasped his atop her belly as he flinched in response. "It's fixable. Don't worry about it, Jaune. Everything'll be fine, I promise."

Jaune nuzzled her, and Pyrrha nuzzled back. His presence left hers, though not completely. Both were silent with anticipation as Pyrrha undid the clasp and took a quick glance at the remaining pills in the container.

"I'm safe," chuckled Pyrrha. She lifted it and pointed at the empty pill slot for Jaune to see, then shut it and put it away. An odd silence fell between the two. Not uncomfortable, but… odd.

Jaune was the first to react to Pyrrha when she didn't seem nearly as relieved as he'd expected her to be. "You alright?"

"Y-Yeah, I just… I dunno," chuckled Pyrrha, glancing over at Jaune as she shrugged. "I expected the pill to be there. No, I… almost… _wanted _the pill to still be there... Not really sure why."

A wave of relief washed through Jaune, instantly thankful he hadn't been the only one who'd thought of such a dangerous possibility with curiosity instead of fear. He held her stomach to bring her close against him again and pressed an earnest kiss against her lower cheek. "Another time, then…"

Pyrrha's eyes went wide with shock. A question entered her mind that she thought might be important to ask him. But as she felt his hand rubbing her abdomen so deliciously full with his seed with such affection she imagined he _had _just impregnated her, she could do little else except lean herself into his kiss. Pyrrha rolled her eyes shut again and basked in Jaune's affection. "Hmm… Another time…"

Without warning, Jaune swept Pyrrha off her feet and held her securely in his arms. Pyrrha cried out in surprise, then giggled as she had to wrap her arms around his neck to keep from rolling out. Her towel unwrapped itself from her hair, releasing her untamed crimson tresses as they glimmered damp in the light. As Jaune saw her then, her face alight with joy and her hair catching the light like a falling flame down behind her, it took all his willpower to keep himself from bursting into tears right then and there. How he was the first one to ever truly love this incredible, beautiful woman as a both romantic and sexual being, he could hardly understand. Jaune wanted to give her all of his love for the rest of his natural life without once stopping for breath. And when her eyes met his and he saw her smile glow like a spring morning after rain, he knew she would do the same for him without a second thought.

They laughed all the way to the bedroom where Jaune laid Pyrrha down gently on the sheets like a glass statue he had no intention of ruining. He tore his eyes away from her for only a moment as he glanced out the window to see the afternoon still descending into evening.

"Jaune…"

He turned back to Pyrrha. Her glistening hair fell over her shoulder in a blood-red waterfall, some stray strands caressing the curving swell of her hip. She leaned on her side like a pin-up model and was glancing at him with nymph-like excitement in her bright green eyes. Immediately, Jaune could feel life returning to his flaccid manhood as he drank in the sight.

He climbed onto the bed above Pyrrha and she laid herself down onto the soft sheets beneath him. Her vermillion hair splayed out in all directions from her head like a wildfire. Her skin glowed like the sun, her breasts heaving like two full moons in anticipation for their impending act, the lips of her womanhood already beginning to swell and glisten with arousal as she watched Jaune's organ engorge itself to its full, turgid erection between her legs.

He smiled down at her, and she smiled up at him.

Jaune kissed Pyrrha on the lips, long and lazy and languid, then kissed a trail down her neck up the smooth hill of her right breast where he rolled her erect nipple on his tongue and began to lathe upon her bosom like a babe yearning to nurse. Even as he heard her gasps and mewls of pleasure, Jaune took his time to allow himself to enjoy her taste. He had all the time in the world right now.

There was no reason for him to rush at all.

xXx

Jaune knew he was about to climax for the sixth time that evening, and he also knew this was going to be the last for the both of them.

The sound of their frantic copulation filled the air, which was heavy with the scent of nearly an hour and a half of their non-stop and restless mating. Jaune had counted five previous times when he had unleashed himself inside of her, whether that be in her mouth or in her womb, though he couldn't remember any specific time the two of them had rested for very long before going back at it again like two animals in the heat of season. Either he would cum or she would cum, bringing the other to orgasm in a breathless, sweaty spasm before collapsing in each other's arms to cradle one another. Their kisses and cuddles brought their libido back to full fruition and the whole cycle would simply start itself over again, rinse and repeat.

Currently, Pyrrha was writhing beneath him, throwing her head back and forth on the pillow and breathing throaty, panting gasps. Her hair was a chaotic hurricane of crimson beneath her from all her squirming and jerking during their frantic couplings, some of the lattice threads even falling into her mouth as she worked helplessly to keep herself breathing.

He could see her lips moving beneath her wild hair, and her heavy green eyes opened half-lidded to glance at him with a wordless plea. Jaune knew instantly what she was trying to emote and wrapped his arms around her back to pull her up against him. Too much force was applied, and her body draped limply against his for a brief moment before her arms made an exhausted effort to wrap themselves around Jaune's back. Jaune laughed breathlessly and ran a hand through her bangs to see her flash a tired smile at him.

Without warning, she embraced him tight and buried her face into his neck with a strangled cry as Jaune pumped himself into her with renewed vigor. Their genitals slapped wet and loud against one another as their accumulated fluids made their hips slick and sticky, filling their immediate area with the aroma of their non-stop rutting.

Jaune drank in the scent, Pyrrha's throaty sounds, and the image of her insides being filled over and over again with his hot, white seed, and growled as he held Pyrrha down to release another load into her. His strength left him with each steady stream of cum that slipped into her sullied depths, and he gently lowered himself and Pyrrha down onto the bed as she rode out her orgasm in fluttering, breathless spasms. His hand caressed her smooth cheek as he lathered her jaw with a series of lazy, loving kisses to better ease her through her own climax. There the two of them laid, panting, exhausted, breathless, and glowing through their aftermath.

"I think… I'm done…" breathed Jaune with a chuckle. As he swept Pyrrha's errant bangs from her face, he could see she was still lost in the blissful afterglow of her climax. He smiled warmly, his heart feeling as though it was going to burst, then laid himself beside her, moving her hips with his to keep himself inside her. As he laid there, he found himself again at a loss for words at Pyrrha's sheer beauty, and hesitated for a moment before kissing her cheek to try and bring her back to consciousness. "Hey. Pyrrha."

Pyrrha's eyes fluttered open. She smiled warmly as the first thing she saw was Jaune in bed beside her, the fury of his manhood slowly falling calm inside her overfilled canal. "Hey, Jaune…"

Jaune kissed her on the lips again. He could never grow tired of her soft lips clasping against his, could never grow tired of the life it seemed to spur back into the both of them even after being so exhausted. It was like a drug, and he couldn't get enough of it. He pulled away with a gentle pop, their tongues the last to part from contact as he caressed the fair skin of her cheek softly, lovingly. "You alright?"

She hummed a gentle chuckle and pressed her hand atop his, curling her elegant fingers around it as though she never wanted it to move again. "I've never felt better."

"Well good, because I think that was my last shot," mumbled Jaune.

Pyrrha laughed with a small and beautiful series of giggles like wind chimes caught in a stray autumn breeze. She wiggled herself against him, curling herself against his chest while Jaune instinctively wrapped his arms to keep her close. Her mate keeping her safe in the sanctuary of his embrace while his seed settled deep inside of her full womb. She was the center of the universe in that single, wonderful moment, and she sighed, content. "I think I'm done, too."

Nothing more was to be said. The only movement after was of Jaune pulling the covers over them both before returning his arm around Pyrrha with a chuckle and a kiss on her cheek. Both settled with small, contented huffs of air, and laid completely still in the glow of their silent affections. When they laid in each other's arms, the outside world crumbled away. Jaune listened to Pyrrha's steady breathing and settled against her, relieved that she was here, alive, in his arms, and happy to be like this with him. Pyrrha pressed her ear to Jaune's chest, listening to the healthy metronome of his heart as she felt her worries and fears fall silent beside the rhythmic beat. Their universe couldn't have been more perfect, their love no more complete than it was right now.

Then Pyrrha's scroll vibrated from the bathroom, and that peace shattered.

Jaune heard the rhythm of Pyrrha's breath break as she inhaled sharply through her nostrils. Pyrrha flinched from the sound of her phone as it overshadowed Jaune's heartbeat with its shrill, incessant humming. She shifted against him with the tiniest of grunts, and Jaune kissed her on the cheek. "An alarm?"

"No," mumbled Pyrrha, burying her face against his chest as reality flooded back with black, polluted waters, "It's the tournament alert."

Jaune froze. His vision had stayed politely in the back of his mind while he'd shared the past hour and a half with Pyrrha, but at the mention of the tournament it all came rushing back to him in full, terrible, vivid detail. The tournament match. Pyrrha ripping Penny to pieces. The ensuing invasion brought about by Emerald, Mercury, and-

"Cinder."

Pyrrha felt a shiver scrape down her spine. She felt his growl against her ear, and was about to ask him what was the matter when she felt him remove his flaccid manhood from her and sat upright in his bed. Pyrrha lifted herself to sit beside him, but he wasn't even looking at her. His eyes flickered back and forth at nothing, his face wearing a scowl she'd never seen on him before today. He ran his fingers through his shock of golden hair and Pyrrha decided to break her silence and confront him once and for all. "Jaune, what's wrong?"

"You can't go to the tournament," whispered Jaune.

Pyrrha furrowed her brow. His voice was empty when he said it, and she felt a growing fear churning in her heart. She ran her hand up and down his arm to try and soothe him. "Jaune, what do you mean I can't go to the tournament? I'm in the top bracket, I _have _to go to represent Beacon-"

Jaune whipped around to Pyrrha in a flash, his sapphire eyes burrowing into her with deathly seriousness. "Why were you upset today? Pyrrha, why were you sitting alone when I came across you?"

Pyrrha opened her mouth to answer, but hesitated when she felt the truth about to escape her lips.

"You asked me if I believed in destiny," continued Jaune, "isn't that right? Why did you ask me that?"

Her eyes flickered down and around her legs, ashamed. "Jaune, I'm sorry, I… I can't tell you why…"

"It's the Fall Maiden, isn't it?" said Jaune, his excitement and fear swirling together in a storm as he further grasped what was happening to him. Why he remembered what he did without it ever happening.

Pyrrha's blood ran cold. What she'd just heard Jaune say was impossible and her eyes grew wide with shock, settling on him with overwhelming fear. "Jaune, how do you know about that…?"

"Penny Polendina."

Pyrrha flinched in surprise and confusion. "What?"

"Penny Polendina is your opponent for the tournament," said Jaune, looking Pyrrha dead in the eyes. "Go look on your scroll. It's gonna say Penny Polendina is your opponent for your one-on-one match today, I promise you."

Pyrrha squeezed Jaune's forearm with a trembling grip, her heart quickening beneath her breast as the fear began to travel through her bloodstream. "Jaune, you're scaring me. Can you please just tell me what's going on?"

Jaune blinked as the fear in Pyrrha's voice brought him back from being lost in his thoughts. He gripped her hand in his and brought it up to his lips with a chaste peck, rubbing her fingers affectionately with his thumb. "Pyrrha… I'll explain everything in a bit, but please just go and check to see who you're going up against. Please, Pyrrha..."

Her eyes flickered in fearful thought for a few seconds, then she slumped her shoulders with a tired sigh. "Alright, Jaune. Just remember, you promised to explain yourself after we did what I wanted to do, remember?"

Jaune kissed her knuckle again, his warm chuckle humming along the skin of her hand as he offered it back to her. "I haven't forgotten, Pyrrha. I promise I'll explain."

He could see her uneasy smile as she slipped herself off his bed and walked to the bathroom. It was strange to see her naked like that. On the one hand, he was aroused to watch her shapely legs and pert bottom ease and tense while she walked, but on the other hand, he could see the fear in her gait and reminded himself of how scared she must be right now.

Jaune clenched his jaw, his hands curling into fists against his bed comforter. If he was right about this…

A shocked gasp sliced through the silence right before he heard the clatter of someone dropping their scroll onto a ceramic surface. Jaune was off the bed and opening the door to Pyrrha's bathroom in seconds. She stood there, her eyes wide with fear like a doe caught in the headlights, her hands pressed tight against her mouth in terror.

When Jaune stepped beside her, he saw she was staring at her scroll screen as it displayed a picture of her facing off against a girl with auburn-cinnamon curls with the name "Penny Polendina" scrawled above her.

Jaune's breath left him. He was right. It was his Semblance, it _must_ have been.

A Semblance of Visions.

"Jaune…"

He turned to see Pyrrha staring at him, her emerald green irises began to shimmer with the precursor of tears. He stepped forward towards her.

But she stepped back, her hands pressed against her chest as she shook her head. "No, Jaune…"

"Pyrrha-"

"Jaune Arc, you tell me right now what's going on, or so help me, I'll..." said Pyrrha, her voice quaking as the first of her tears began to trail down her fair cheeks, "... I'll leave you…"

Jaune stepped forwards again regardless of her threat. She stepped back again, realizing her bluff had been played, and weakly continued to try and resist his advance. "I swear, Jaune Arc, I'll leave you…"

"Are you afraid of me?" asked Jaune, a goofy smile curving his lips just like Pyrrha remembered them.

"I-I'm not… I'm not-"

Her heel caught on the shower incline. She was about to fall backwards when Jaune strode forward and caught her with an arm around her waist. Pyrrha felt small as he pulled her against his chest, smaller than she'd ever felt before in her entire life. But it wasn't a sense of inferiority. Rather, she felt for the very first time that she was not the invincible girl she'd been raised to believe she was. For the very first time Pyrrha felt herself as the one being protected by Jaune, and the reason her tears were cascading down her cheeks was because she knew something horribly, terribly wrong must have happened to change him so. A wound only he'd known about that he bore the moment he started crying hours earlier, just before he kissed her.

Pyrrha should have known. She should have known there was something terribly wrong with Jaune, and she wept against his chest in her shower because she hadn't saved him from it. Because she knew, somehow, in some way, she had been the source of his agony, and the thought tore her up from the inside out. "I'm… I'm so sorry, Jaune…!"

Jaune purred softly for her to shush, reaching to his side as he turned on the warm water to cascade down their bodies caked in each other's fluids. He cradled her so gently, so lovingly under the shower head as Pyrrha felt her sorrows wash away for the second time that day. When he felt her trembling sobs fall silent against him, Jaune craned his neck to plant a kiss in the middle of her flowing crimson tresses.

"There's gonna be an invasion," whispered Jaune into her hair. Pyrrha snapped up to look at him in disbelief, to which Jaune only gave a sad, acknowledging nod of his head. "Mercury's team, the one from Mistral is sabotaging the tournament with someone with an Illusion Semblance. They used it to make it look like Yang attacked him. They were gonna use it on you to make you kill Penny."

"But how?" whispered Pyrrha. "Penny has Aura, doesn't she? How could I kill her without everyone knowing?"

"She's an android built in Atlas. You're Semblance damages her systems and deactivates her ability to create an Aura long enough for your attack to be fatal." Jaune grimaced, turning his gaze away from Pyrrha as his jaw clenched in rage. "You tear her to pieces, and the fear from the crowd draws the Grimm deeper into Vale than ever before."

Pyrrha shook her head in disbelief. "The Invasion…"

Jaune nodded weakly. "The Invasion."

Pyrrha shot up suddenly. "But the Fall Maiden! Beneath the school, what happens…?"

Jaune's face contorted at the mention of Amber. He kept his gaze away from Pyrrha.

"Does she not…?" Pyrrha began, but stopped speaking when Jaune shook his head in answer and lifted her hands to her mouth in horror. "Oh my God…"

"We need to tell Professor Ozpin about Cinder and Mercury, Pyrrha. We need him to-"

"And what… about me…?" Pyrrha's eyes rolled up to his tentatively. She saw Jaune go rigid from the question, and her heart dropped like lead as he averted his eyes from her face. "Jaune…" Pyrrha pressed herself against Jaune, holding his cheeks to face her with tears beginning to form in his beautiful eyes. "... What happened to me…?"

His lips quivered, and Jaune burst into tears as pulled her tight against his chest, as though letting go of her now was to let her go for all of eternity. His arms curled around behind her, his hand snaking around to hold her head as he kissed her as though she were the last woman alive on Remnant. The sound of his weeping so close to her ear broke her heart, and she wrapped her arms around his broad back, caressing him in slow, soothing circles as she planted tearful kisses wherever she could offer them. On his cheek. On his chest. On his heart. Anywhere she could offer them. "I'm so sorry, Jaune… I shouldn't have asked… I'm here now, okay? I'm… I'm here, now..."

"I know," mumbled Jaune, parting from her as he laughed pathetically and wiped away the tears from his eyes. "I can change it, now. Pyrrha, I can save you. I can save everyone." And it was true. Jaune knew he could change things. He would make his own future. One with her in it, and anyone else he could save with his newfound powers.

"But… how, Jaune?" asked Pyrrha.

Jaune pulled her into a long, affectionate, and passionate kiss. When he parted, he felt hope surge through his chest as he saw her here, standing in his arms, alive.

With all of the future available to him as a possibility.

He pressed his forehead against hers, and both allowed their eyes to roll shut as they basked in the contained universe they'd just made.

"Pyrrha," whispered Jaune, "do you believe in second chances?"

xXx

**A/N: This was so much fun to write.**

**Almost as much fun to write as the epilogue chapter was. ;)**

**Keep an eye out for it in the coming weeks, and if you can't wait, check in on my Tumblr as I requested at the beginning of this story to check on any updates on the production I post.**

**In the meantime, be sure to read "Black Sun Kittens," as the epilogue will involve elements and characters discussed in the first two chapters of that story. While on the subject of B.S.K., the first draft of chapter 4 is completed and will be uploaded on its one year anniversary (yay!).**

***(Chapter Soundtrack)***

"_**ThIs Is Not the End" **_**– Fieldwork, **_**"ThIs Is Not the End"**_

"_**L'origine Nascota" **_**– Ludivico Enaudi, **_**"Divenire"**_

"_**Death Is Only A Door" **_**– Tom Tykwer, **_**"Cloud Atlas: Original Motion Picture Soundtrack"**_

**Thanks again for reading, and until next time,**

**-M.E. Grimm**


End file.
